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has measured and described them in his book. We ever
and anon came into pretty square rooms, that seemed to
be chapels with altars, and some adorned with very ordi-
nary ancient painting. Many skeletons and bodies are
placed on the sides one above the other in degrees like
shelves, whereof some are shut up with a coarse flat stone,
having engraven on them Pro Ckristo, or a cross and
palms, which are supposed to have been martyrs. Here,
in all likelihood, were the meetings of the Primitive
Christians during the persecutions, as Pliny the Younger
describes them. As I was prying about, I found a glass
phial, filled (as was conjectured) with dried blood, and
two lachrymatories. Many of the bodies, or rather bones
(for there appeared nothing else) lay so entire, as if
placed by the art of the chirurgeon, but being only
touched fell all to dust. Thus, after wandering two or
three miles in this subterranean meander, we returned
almost blind when we came into the daylight, and even
choked by the smoke of the torches. It is said that a
French bishop and his retinue adventuring too far into
these dens, their lights going out, were never heard of
more.

We were entertained at night with an English play at
the Jesuits*, where we before had dined; and the next day
at Prince Galicano's, who himself composed the music to
a magnificent opera, where were present Cardinal Pam-
philio, the Pope's nephew, the Governors of Rome, the
cardinals, the ambassadors, ladies, and a number of nobil-
ity and strangers. There had been in the morning a
joust and tournament of several young gentlemen on a
formal defy, to which we had been invited; the prizes
being distributed by the ladies, after the knight-errantry
way. The lancers and swordsmen running at tilt against
the barriers, with a great deal of clatter, but without
any bloodshed, giving much diversion to the spectators,
and was new to us travelers.

The next day Mr. Henshaw and I spent the morning in
attending the entrance and cavalcade of Cardinal Medici,
the ambassador from the Grand Duke of Florence, by the
Via Flaminia. After dinner, we went again to the Villa
Borghese, about a mile without the city; the garden is
rather a park, or a Paradise, contrived and planted with
walks and shades of myrtles, cypress, and other trees, up their pageantries tod altars, and excellent pictures. About the wallsbald says, an UNION is the finest sort of pearl, and has its place
